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introduction 

wasn’t my birthday. Yet, a large and very 
>avy package came in the mail addressed to 
e. Like most people. I enjoy opening unex- 
;ded packages. Like Sarah in this book. 1 
pened my heavy package with anticipation. I 
jund. to my surprise, a familiar kind of nighh 
lare in Sarah’s story. 

With Sarah I stepped into another wor . 
,epia colored, a monotooo l.iligM ™a W 
mmedialel, coked memories of m, own child- 
,„„d when 1 had dreams of someday possessing 
:he dollhouse of my dreams. Unlike Sarah. ™ 
one ever gave me the kind of doll ouse 1 re 
wanted, reading texl, and .i=« ^ 
slunningly eerie photographs m his bo^ 
glad lhal kind of dollhouse was denied m . 

When we are young and vulnerable^ 
wihied to the pressures, the wbrms and 







































in times of distress and disappointment we seek 
to disappear and fade into the perfect environ¬ 
ment where we can control our own destinies. 
We don t realize when we're young that there is 
no perfect place, and if there were, how then 
would we entertain ourselves? 

In fantasy most of us can only linger a short 
while before we are forced back to face up to 

those problems that drove us into fantasy in the 
first place. 

With a strangely haunted feeling, I drifted 
into the dollhouse with Sarah, enthralled by the 
deja vu sense of having been there before, as 
perhaps all little girls-and maybe boys, too-have 
been there before. 

Come journey with Sarah into her perfect 
environment; the perfect world of yesterday, 
when all things seemed sweeter, much better- 
according to those who are older, stranger and 
presumably wiser. 


-V.C Andrews 
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Every yea, on he, birthday Sarah makes a w,sh,So™etaes a 

comes true. Sometimes it doesn 

This year her wish will come true^ 

Perhaps it would be better if it a ^ . 
























































II 


Sarah's thirteenth birthday, she blew out all the candles 
in one breath, 

“You mustn’t tell me your wish or it won't come true,” 
Sarah’s mother reminded her. 

She needn’t have worried. Sarah's wish could not be told. 
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fler the party *as 

presents: the roller 

‘eppia racpet. Bet h 

happiness was not complete 

hoped for something more. 
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A 

il large gift-wrapped box was waiting for her. It must be 
another present. What could it be? Who was it from? 

A card on the box was inscribed: “Best Wishes on Your 
Birthday,’’ The handwriting was vaguely familiar. 

Everything else in the room was as she had left it. 
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v^arah opened the box. It was a. if 

II «s the house *i|h the 

Siugerbread trim she had »ishe<|f! t!"""''''' 

she lived in, so many limes '"‘^^ined 



































































lor a long time Sarah sat in bed, studying the wonderful house 
and walking through it-room by room-in her mind. She greeted 
the staff that cared for it so lovingly: George, the gardener: Mrs. 
Proudy, the housekeeper; and Thelma, her governess. 

It was hard to keep from touching the house once more 
before going to sleep. 
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Bui she did mitl!!™^ n" '*5 secrets. 

Ves. C *» '0 Ihe 
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r\ breeze carrying a scent from the 
I thorny rose garden blew the curtains away 

t from the windows. It was a perfect day. 

I She could not wait to dress and go 

I outdoors. 
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S 

w^arah stood on the front lawn and ad- 

"'ired the house. Old trees and heavy 

foliage surrounded it-hawthorn trees and 
yews, 

Slie had almost forgotten how beautiful 
the house could be on a summer day. 










































It was fine weather for rolling a 
liked the dry crunch it made as 



hoop on the gravel path. She 
she ran. 
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S 

^arah noticed that the garden was dry. too-the chrysanthe- 
Zir ' watered the 
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arah walked to the gate. It was unlike 
George not to be working-pruning the 
bushes or watering the gardens. 

Where was he today? Sarah could not 
find him. 
































































^ »f searchinj fn, ik 

'* smiled like George 
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Bored with playing croquet, Sarah wandered to the edge o' 
the garden. Oypsy, the housekeepers dog, ca^e bound,ng 

of a thicket. . . , , jkg 

Sarah listened for the clanking of Mrs. Proudys keys, T 

housekeeper was never far behind her dog. 

























































^Jypsy led Sarah to the old canal, sniffing at deeply 

embedded footprints along the path that suddenly swerved 
toward the water. 

Something lavender was floating in the water. Lavender was 
Mrs, Proudy’s favorite color. 













































































Sarah followed the canal to the lake, and discovered Mrs, 
Proudy's umbrella near her usual resting spot. 

Mrs. Proudy was not there. 

The sea gulls' mournful cries and the lapping of the water 
were soothing. Sarah closed her eyes. 

She recalled that Mrs. Proudy could not swim. 
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hen she reached the house Sarah sat for a moment on the 
shaded back porch. The house had never seemed so aban¬ 
doned, so quiet. 

Mrs. Proudy would usually fix lunch about now. Seafood 
bisque. Sarah could almost taste the broth. 





















































































It was almost noon. Sarah was uneasy. 
There was no one around. 

She had been looking forward to taking 
lunch with the staff and gossiping about the 
neighbors. 
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iJarah decided to go to the top of the 
house. From there she could see from the 
gate to the lake. 
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arah was tired and confused. She wandered down the stairs 
and into the greenhouse. 

The plants seemed to reach out to touch her-as Oeorge had 
done when she needed comforting. 

Everything reminded her of the staff. 
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-Jarah entered the back storage room. A strange statue tay on 

the day bed. It reminded her of Thelma 

lock^ri;m 'he 

locked door to the West Wing. 
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arah walked through the house and into the basement, 
searching for Thelma. Lunchtime had passed. 

Then Sarah realized that Thelma would not be taking tea 
with her. Or complaining about the mice again, either. 








































































S 

upstairs and drew a bath. She would have to 
prepare her own picnic, too. 

Aller the tap was turned off, the water corrtirrued to bubble. 
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iAfler the bath. Sarah dressed in her 
picnic outfit-a white cape dress and lisle 
stockings. 

How did she look? She couid not see 
her reflection in the mirror. 
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S 

^arah walked toward the woods carrying 

a wicker basket with food she found in the 

pantry-tasty frogs’ legs sandwiches and 
Isnionade. 

Enough for her and Dolly. 












































The picnic was perfect. Sarah was so 
hungry she ate Doily’s sandwich, too. 
After Dolly fell asleep, there was no 
one to talk to. There had been no one to 
talk to all day. 

Dusk fell. 
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he moon was full and yellow when 
Sarah returned to the house. 
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(he great emply 
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.\ one end of the table there was a birthday cake-and a 
present, too. 

If Thelma, Mrs. Proudy and George would appear to sing 
“Happy Birthday,” the party would be complete. 
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3arah opened the box and saw a large key. The metal was 
alive to her touch. 

The housekeeper had always worn that key on a chain 
around her neck. 

Sarah knew which door the key opened. 
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S 

whe snatched a flaming taper from the 
table and climbed the stairs, 


Qf!)U<?Q. 








































































































































































































































































































































It was nearly dawn when Sarah’s mother sat up in bed. 

Someone was playing the piano. 

But the piano had been sold several months ago! 
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1 he music was even louder in the hall, 
was coming from Sarah's room. 
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Sarah’s room was rille.) with music comirrg from a slrarrgc arrr) 

beautiful dollhouse. 

Where was Sarah? 

Where had the dollhouse come from? 





















































































arahs mother looked into the dollhoy 
* liny voice spoke to her. 
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